"GEORGE ELIOT

Blest Volume! whose clear truth-writ page once known
Fades not before heaven's sunshine and hell's moan,
To thee I say not, of earth's gifts alone,

Farewell 1

Then shall my new-born senses find new joy,
New sounds, new sights, my ears and eyes employ,
Nor fear that word that here brings sad alloy,

Farewell!"

The editor of the CJiristian Observer, in which the
lines appeared (January 1840), adds a note to the
effect that in heaven we shall be able to do without
the Bible. The verses, however, if suspected of this
trifling heresy, show religious feeling much more
distinctly than poetical power, in which they resemble
most sacred poetry.the time, with
